however, in a constant state of exhaustion., and
sometimes the sentries were so done up after work-
ing with fatigue parties, down the mines, or in the
batteries, that they were scarcely fit for duty: yet
their officers were forced to be sirict, however sym-
pathetic, since the safety of every man, woman, and
child in the entrenchment depended on the vigilance
of the outposts.
One night when he was on liis rounds Captain
Anderson came upon a sentry whose head was bent
and who seemed to be asleep, since he gave no
challenge as the officer approached. Anderson
watched him for a little and then said in an under-
tone: 'Sentry.' The man started, but soon recovered
himself and answered calmly: fil was just thinking,
sir, how sad it is that one half of the world does not
know how much the other half suffers.' Anderson
had not been expecting such a sententious reply,
and as the man's character was good, and it was
possible that he might have been awake but
meditating, he said no more about it.
The sentry went on to tell him about liimself: he
had once been known among his mates as 4a man of
pleasant temper', but after the loss of his wife and his
little girl he had learnt to hate his fellow men.
'Ah.!' he said, :you never saw such a queer, old-
fashioned wee tiling as my little daughter was, sir;
it was just like me, and that's why I liked it so much.
The poor little creature used to know me so well,
and run after me, calling out "Papa" 5 and the
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